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	1. Chapter 1

"But professor, I can't play quidditch with a Poor in potions."

Scorpius Malfoy sputtered at his professor, his brow knit together in frustration. A red "P" was written across the slip of paper in his hand, declaring his first quarter standing in 5th year potions. The instant class was dismissed, the blonde young man had darted for the front desk, his glimmering professional quidditch career vanishing before his eyes at the single mark.

Unfazed, the ancient Professor Ludwig pointed at the paper with his pudgy finger. "You won't pass your OWLs with a Poor in potions either, young man."

But Scorpius didn't care about his OWLs. He wouldn't need them to play in the pros. However, the stout Scot on the other side of the desk did have a point. He needed to pass to be eligible to play. Slytherin had a match against Hufflepuff in three weeks; it was Scorpius's first year starting and he was not going to miss a match over a foul smelling potion or two.

A snarl fell over his features as his gray eyes dropped back to the paper now crinkled in his fist. "So what do I need? Extra credit?"

Ludwig snorted, shaking his head. "You know very well I don't give extra credit. I expect you to do the work I give you and to do it well, not to look for an easy out." He had heard this lecture since his first year. Ludwig repeated it at the start of every term, but inevitably one or two students in each house would come begging for last minute assignments to bump up their grade. "What you need is a tutor."

"A tutor?" Scor spat, his face contorting as if the word was sour on his lips.

Professor Ludwig sat forward and pressed his hands against the desk. "Yes, a tutor. Otherwise you will be sitting on the sidelines with the rest of the Slytherins come November 20th."

Scorpius huffed and rolled his eyes, his shoulder sinking in defeat.

"Ah, Miss Weasley, before you go." Ludwig raised a hand to gesture to the red-head emerging from the supply closet. He could always count on her to linger and clean up after her cousins, and her presence today was quite timely.

"Weasley?" Scorpius muttered under his breath. He was aghast and furious, scowling at her before she even approached the desk.

"Yes, professor?" Rose replied brightly, grabbing her satchel on her way forward. Ludwig was one of her favorites; he had taken a shine to many a Weasley cousin, until he realized just how many of them there actually were, then settled his affections on Rose. Ever-encouraging, always entertaining, he rivaled Headmaster McGonagall for the top spot in her heart at Hogwarts. Well, McGonagall and Longbottom, but Neville was more family than faculty.

Rose did not even glance at the Slytherin beside her once she came to a stop. When she could, she ignored him. In classes, in the Great Hall, during Prefect's rounds. It was her best plan of action thus far, and she had no intentions of changing it.

"Yes, Miss Weasley. You tutored James last year, did you not? In NEWT level potions?" he added, raising a brow to indicate that Scorpius should be impressed. It only caused the boy's scowl to deepen and disgust to boil under his skin.

The young Gryffindor blushed and nodded, tucking a stray curl behind her ear. "Yes, sir, I did."

Ludwig settled contentedly back into his chair, arms folded as he eyed his favorite student with pride. "And as I recall, he received top marks, did he not?"

Again she blushed, her cheeks now rivaling her hair. "Nearly. Exceeds Expectations."

"Well, that's good enough for me."

It was Rose's turn to quirk a quizzical brow. "Good enough for what, Professor?"

"Good enough to tutor Mr. Malfoy here."

The jaws of both students dropped to the floor and they each turned equally pale. Rose recovered more quickly, swallowing hard, whereas she was sure she heard Scorpius swear under his breath.

Turning her eyes back to her professor, she started to refuse as graciously as possible. "Professor, I don't know if I have time to-"

"_You_ don't have time? _I _don't have time! I have quidditch and-"

Scorpius may have cut Rose off but Professor Ludwig shut him down two seconds later, his booming voice accented with his Scottish brogue. "You will _not_ have quidditch unless you are tutored by Miss Weasley, Mr. Malfoy."

The Slytherin pressed his lips together in a flat line, further crumpling the grade report in his hand. "My father will hear about this," he muttered, venom in his words and daggers in his eyes as he dared a glance at his classmate.

"Trust me, you'd rather him hear about your marvelous tutor than failing out of Hogwarts," snapped the professor, cold and out of character.

Scor coughed at the comment, obviously of a different opinion.

In this case, Rose would have to agree with Scorpius. His father would be about as thrilled as her father when he heard that the two were working together so closely.

"For how long?" Finding her voice again, Rose steeled herself to her assignment, even though it sounded as fun as pulling teeth. The Muggle way.

Professor Ludwig's eyes softened when they turned back to the girl. "As long as it takes, Miss Weasley. You are the brightest in this subject and will set him right in no time."

Scorpius and Rose eyed each other warily.

There was nothing right about this at all.


	2. Chapter 2

"Alright, Weasley, let's get this over with."

Scorpius Malfoy tossed his satchel roughly into a chair at the table, then sank into a seat across from his tutor, every huff and movement echoing in the quiet library.

Rose finished the paragraph she had been writing on her scroll for Potions before looking up at him. "Someone's in a good mood," she remarked, setting her quill aside.

At Professor Ludwig's insistence, they had begun their tutoring sessions that very day. Rose retreated to the library after dinner and Scorpius, who had promised to meet her, was half an hour late.

"If that's what you want to call it," he returned, his tone dripping with sarcasm. Neither was happy about the arrangement, but there was very little to be done. Scorpius needed to pass potions, and Rose did not want to let Professor Ludwig down. She would need his help and recommendation to get into the healers program at St. Mungo's after graduation.

Snatching her scroll, Scorpius quirked his head and began scanning her loopy script. "So, three feet on… Murtledove? Got anything good?"

"The essence of Murtlap," Rose corrected him. She reached across the table and tried to swipe the paper back from him, but he held it out of reach. "I am tutoring you, Scorpius, not letting you cheat. Give it back."

"I'm not cheating," he protested casually, kicking his feet up on the table beside him as he held the parchment further away from her. "I'm perusing."

Huffing in frustration, Rose stood from her chair and moved around the table to retrieve her parchment. "Give it here, Malfoy."

"_Give it here, Malfoy,_" he laughed, mimicking her tone, holding it back over his head. "Didn't know I was being tutored by a Ravenclaw. And I thought a Weasley was bad enough."

Rose reached over him with a final swing, her hand wrapping around his as she wrenched his arm back towards her. His grip did not loosen, even as her fingers went white-knuckled around his, and when she finally tore the paper from his grasp it literally tore in two.

Scorpius's smirk evaporated for a split second, and a look of genuine surprise flashed over his countenance. Rose almost missed it. But her blood was boiling, rising to her cheeks as she took the two pieces of parchment and marched back to her seat.

"See, half for you. Half for me. Eh, Weasley?" Scorpius quipped, settling back into his chair with his signature smirk. His eyes were glued to her, trying to read her expression, almost cautious.

Rose gritted her teeth, staring at her hard work torn to pieces. The parchment was spellproof to keep from cheating, which meant she couldn't piece it back together.

"Can we just get this over with?" she said, sighing. Her large brown eyes were glossed and shining in the light of the fireplace, though no tears rose. At least in that she had succeeded.

Scorpius's smirked shifted as he reached for his textbooks, slamming them down on the table one by one.

Folding her torn pieces of parchment carefully, Rose tucked them into the pocket of her bag, her eyes darting at him with each thud. "I don't want to be here any more than you do, you know."

"Oh, I know," he replied, flippantly opening his textbook.

"But you're going to have to give me a reason to stay."

At this, Scorpius quirked an eyebrow. "Excuse me?"

"You heard me." Rose had to set the tone from the beginning, and show that she could hold her own. Scorpius had made her younger brother's life a torment whenever he could, but she would not let him do it to her while helping him.

Pushing his feet off the table, she continued. "I'm not doing your homework and I'm not going to baby you. You have to work at this whether or not you like working with me. Otherwise I'll quit. And you won't be able to play quidditch, which honestly is just fine by me. But I'm here to work. So _you_ better be here to work. Understand?"

Scorpius stared at her. Was he… impressed?

Whatever his expression read, he shrugged it off and found his natural smirk. "Merlin, Weasley. There's a little Slytherin in you after all. Careful, Daddy might disown you."

"Not as soon as he'd hex you," she replied, her own smirk appearing. "Come on." Rose opened her book to the appropriate page.

As they settled in, scanning p. 394, they said in unison, "Let's get this over with."

With a start, they both looked up from their books and caught each other's gaze in surprise.

Now this could be interesting.


	3. Chapter 3

"So… three roonspore eggs then two parts –"

"No, three parts valerian and _then _the eggs. Like I told you."

They had been going at it for hours. Straight after dinner, she caught his eye and gestured for him to meet her in the hall, and together Scorpius and Rose commandeered an empty classroom on the second floor to practice their potion for tomorrow's exam.

"You don't listen."

"Yes, I do."

"No, you don't. I could have just told you to snog Audrey Piston as part of the ingredients and you wouldn't have batted an eye."

Scorpius smirked. "Now _that_ I would have heard."

Rose rolled her eyes. She had been tutoring him for over a month and their exam tomorrow would determine whether or not he played in the match on Saturday. He had been making progress until he skipped their meetings twice that week for extended Quidditch practice.

"Focus, Scor."

_Scor_. She didn't know when the nickname had settled in on them, but his name was quite the mouthful. He, however, called her nothing but Weasley.

With a huff, he went back to his potion making, Rose watching carefully from where she sat perched on top of the desk. "Three roonspore egg– No! The valerian!" Scorpius corrected himself, nearly crushing the eggs in his fist. Rose stifled a giggle and watched him work.

Piece by piece he added the ingredients, following the notes she had carefully written out on a scrap piece of parchment. "See? I'm better at this than you think." Scor looked up at her with a grin, and she tried not to notice the glint in his eyes. They were sometime so striking that _she _forgot to listen.

Shaking her head, a grin of her own appeared. "I'll believe it when it see it."

"And you will. Tomorrow." He dropped another ingredient in and stirred counterclockwise twice, before adding the next two. "I'll ace this potion, and then on Saturday Slytherin will beat Hufflepuff to a bloody–"

"Scor!" she cried suddenly, but it was too late.

Rose noticed at the last moment that he was adding aconite three steps too soon and his name burst from her lips just as the root dropped into the potion with a splash. There was a tall flash of blue flames before the potion spewed everywhere.

Scorpius had just enough time to duck under the table, but Rose had been seated on top of the desk, so close to the cauldron, that the potion sprayed all the way up her right arm, shoulder, and onto her neck.

"Rose!"

Rose let out a cry of pain and slipped from the desk onto the floor, her entire body shaking. She raised a hand to press against her cheek, but that only caused the flesh on her palm to burn. Scorpius ran around the side of the desk and hovered over her in a panic, his eyes wide with fear, hands outstretched towards her.

"Hospital… wing…" she gasped, struggling to push up off the floor. Rose was in so much pain and bit her bottom lip so hard that it drew blood; the room started spinning and she felt as though she was being lifted up off the ground.

It took her a moment to realize that she was, indeed, no longer laying on the cold stone floor, but that Scorpius Malfoy had pulled her up, draping her good arm around his neck, and was now shuffling her out the door and down the hall.

"Come on, Rose. We're almost there."

She sobbed into his neck as they moved, not bothering to try to watch where they were going. The pain was so intense that she was seeing spots whenever she tried, and for some reason she found his cologne comforting. Not to mention his arm tight around her waist and the sound of her name on his lips. Her first name.

They were standing at the doors of the hospital wing in what felt like seconds, and he pounded loudly on the closed double doors. "Madame Stuart!" His voice echoed down the hall and intertwined with the gong of the clock. It was past curfew.

When the doors to the hospital wing swung open, Madame Stuart gasped and ushered them inside, leading Scorpius to place Rose on the first bed they came to. "Here, put here here," she demanded, scolding him with her eyes. "What in heaven's name…" Madame Stuart appeared as though she would begin to lecture, but Rose let out another cry of pain and writhed on the bed.

Changing tactics, she huffed and moved Scorpius back towards the door. "Thank you, Mr. Malfoy for bringing her straight away. Now you must go. It's curfew, I can take it from here."

"But I–"

The doors slammed in front of him, leaving Scorpius alone in the corridor, pale and stricken from the accident. On the other side of the door, Rose gasped for air and struggled against Madame Stuart's cold hands as they pressed an ointment into the sores forming on her skin.

"What on earth were you doing, Miss Weasley?" Madame Stuart asked, her voice kinder this time as she worked with the girl silently sobbing into her pillow. The wounds were deep, having burned through her clothing, trailing along her arm, shoulder, neck, and even the right side of her face.

"'S m-my f-fault," Rose managed, even the slightest movement causing her to wince in pain, which caused the damaged flesh to light afire with pain a second time.

"Your fault?" the woman, repeated, working her magic slowly, skillfully.

Rose nodded, her chin trembling, water streaking her cheeks. "M-my fault. Not h-his." Scorpius had worked so hard over the past month –when he decided to show up, that is– and she wasn't about to let him get in trouble for the accident or being out after curfew. Even if he was a Malfoy.

"I see."

Whether or not Madame Stuart believed her, Rose couldn't tell. She was too preoccupied with a searing sensation across one side of her body, and a shocking sensation in the region of her heart.

She was lying for Scorpius Malfoy.

Scorpius Malfoy who hated breathing the same air as she.

Scorpius Malfoy who despised her existence.

Scorpius Malfoy who had come to her rescue.

Scorpius Malfoy who had called her Rose.


	4. Chapter 4

"fifty six… fifty seven… fifty eight…"

"Weasley?"

Rose's concentration on counting the window panes in the hospital wing was broken by the sound of her name. The right side of her face was bandaged, which meant she had to turn to find the speaker, though she would have recognized that voice anywhere.

Her brow furrowed, causing her to wince, and she attempted a blank expression. "Scorpius? What are you doing here?"

Scorpius Hyperion Malfoy lingered in the doorway of the Hospital Wing, glancing once over his shoulder toward the corridor before fully entering. "You weren't in class." It wasn't a question.

Rose smirked then winced again, lifting her bandaged hand to her bandaged cheek. "Who knew aconite could do so much damage?" she attempted a joke, but even the slightest movement of her smile threatened to undo Madame Stuart's hard work.

Her classmate moved closer, lingering at the foot of the bed. "Madame Stuart said I was lucky to find you after your accident."

Rose swallowed and averted her gaze. "She's right."

"_Your _accident?" This time it was a question. He had a brow raised at her, unable to comprehend how he hadn't ended up with a week's worth of detention for what he'd done.

"It was an accident," Rose replied, smoothing the edge of her sheets. "Anyone could have done it."

"Not you." He wasn't letting her off the hook.

"Scor, please. It's not a big deal." Of all things, she never expected him to be upset with her for taking the blame. In fact, after his exam she doubted he would have a reason to speak to her again.

However, he remained at the foot of her bed, gaping at her in a very un-Scorpius like manner. "Rose, I nearly burnt your face off."

At that she laughed, and then her nose crinkled as she fought back tears, pressing both palms to her cheeks to put pressure to the pain. "I'm fine," she breathed when the worst of it subsided. "Did you pass your exam?"

Scorpius shifted, reaching into his bag, and when his eyes found hers again, his smirk had returned. "Exceeds Expectations."

"Good! Ow…" Rose really had to stop getting excited, or having any kind of emotion at all, at least until she healed.

"Merlin's beard, Rose," Scorpius chuckled, shaking his head. "Don't rip the bloody thing back open."

Rose gave a pathetic pout and patted the bandage on her cheek, not daring to think about what a pitiful sight she must be. Madame Stuart had patched her up, but the potion was strong, and it would take three or four days for her wounds to close entirely, then nearly a week for the swelling to go down.

"Looks like you'll get to play in the match after all." This time she kept her smile away, but it was in her eyes and her voice all the same.

Scor shoved the paper back into his bag. "All thanks to you."

Rose feigned surprise. "Did Scorpius Malfoy just say thank you?"

"Oh, shove off," he replied, but his smirk grinned at her. "I still don't see why you told her it was your fault," Scor added, his voice low. "I should be in loads of trouble for that."

"Well, you're not," she replied, suddenly fidgety. "It just came out. I wasn't thinking straight last night, you saw me."

A strange look flashed in his eyes as he recalled the catastrophe, and the concern on his brow bothered her. "Scor, seriously. Let it go. Can't you see it's not a big deal."

He expelled a slow breath, unconvinced.

"Besides, do you seriously want a howler from my father for trying to kill me?"

Like magic, his smirk reappeared. "No, thanks. I get enough of those from my father." The corner of his mouth twitched as if he had just revealed too much, so Rose decided to let the moment drop. He changed the subject before she could have replied anyway. "Are you going to the match tomorrow?"

Rose shook her head and raised her right arm. She looked like a mummy. "I can't. It's supposed to rain, and Madame Stuart has me in here through Monday."

Scorpius nodded.

Something was off. Rose couldn't read him as easily as she was used to. Maybe he felt guilty for putting her in the hospital wing. Two months ago she would never have thought him capable of feeling guilt, shame, or care for another person, but he was human, no matter how he may deny it.

They spent hours together each week pouring over textbooks and potions, him doing anything to avoid studying and her trying everything she could to keep him on track. In the halls and in other classes they ignored each other, as per usual, but something was different. She could see it in his eyes here and now.

"Good luck though," she said brightly, genuinely. This, too, confused him. Rose had never seen him at such a loss for words or with so blank an expression. It was almost laughable. "Scor, relax. You look like you've seen a ghost."

This snapped him back to reality, and a smug smirk took over his features as he adjusted his bag. "A ghoul, actually, or maybe a troll," he teased, gesturing to her bandages.

"Okay, don't be that relaxed," she laughed, this time ignoring the pain in favor of the smile. "You can go back to insulting me next week. Keep feeling guilty for at least a few more days. Or I might change my mind and turn you in." Rose didn't mean for him to actually feel guilty, and she had no plans of turning him in. But she liked this easy rhythm. It was new.

The door to Madame Stuart's office opened, grabbing both of their attention.

"I should go," he said, backing up towards the door.

Rose nodded, though she had the sudden urge to ask him to stay. Instead she simply watched him on his way, her brow furrowing when he lingered awkwardly in the doorway.

"I'm fine," she repeated, waving him off.

Scorpius hesitated still. Finally, finding his voice he said, "Thanks, Rose," before slipping out the door. She barely had time to register his comment before he poked his head back in saying, "But if you tell anyone about this, I will–"

"Just go!" she laughed, her smile sliding into a wince and a moan as she sank back into her pillows, clutching her cheek.

Rose could have sworn she heard his laugh before the blonde disappeared from sight. She couldn't see him any more, and luckily he couldn't see her. Even with the pain, and even covered in bandages, her smile was wide and steady. And that was all his fault.


	5. Chapter 5

"Merlin, look at her face. No wonder they kept her locked up."

Audrey Piston's shrill laugh carried down the main staircase into the entry hall, and Rose was positive it was intentional.

Her wounds became infected the Sunday after the incident, leaving her in the hospital wing five days longer than expected. Instead of returning to class on Monday, she was quarantined to the only private room in the entire wing. No visitors, no moving about the castle, just lots of acrid smelling ointments and hourly bandage changes. Her books were her only comfort.

It was once again Saturday, the last Hogsmeade trip of the year, and Madame Stuart had given Rose clearance to go. Her scars would heal in another week's time, her neck and shoulder still bandaged, but her cheek was in the open air, and it was now turning twelve shades of pink.

Rose pulled her scarf up even higher as she, Albus Severus, and Alice moved through the corridors toward the courtyard.

"It looks fine," Alice said softly, linking her arm with Rose.

Laughing half-heartedly, Rose threw her friend a look. "You're a rotten liar. But thanks."

Even over the hustle and bustle of eager third years and mischievous sixth years, Audrey's voice continued to float in their direction.

"I mean, for Godric's sake, why does he have her tutoring you if she can't even keep from blowing herself up? It's ridiculous."

Rose dared a glance over her shoulder, and instantly her eyes connected with those of Scorpius Malfoy.

His companion had her arm draped loosely around his waist and had forced his arm around her shoulders, clinging to his hand so tight Rose was sure her nails would pierce his skin. In this moment, Rose did not recognize the boy sauntering among the rest of the Slytherins.

The boy who had carried her to safety after the explosion was wearing a smirk of disgust that made her want to sink into the floor.

The boy who had checked on her in the hospital wing was standing idly by as her appearance was torn to shreds for all to hear.

The boy who, she suspected, had brought a new book to Madame Stuart every night of her confinement to help her pass the time was looking right through her, as if she didn't exist.

Rose turned to face forward again and held even tighter to Alice, tuning back into Albus's attempt to drown out the taunting. He was regaling them with tales of James's latest discoveries in Romania with their Uncle Charlie, but she heard none of it.

All she could hear was the laughter of a young man she had grown to like a surprising amount.

All she could feel was each laugh pointed directly at her, shooting daggers through her already riddled skin.

All she could think about was how immensely thankful she was that she no longer had to tutor Scorpius Malfoy.

All she could do was keep moving forward, blaming the water in her eyes on the crisp winter wind.

And it was all she could do to keep from seeking his gaze one more time.


	6. Chapter 6

"You two go ahead, I need new gloves. I'll be along in a minute."

Hogsmeade was crowded, energized, and dusted in snow. The clouds overhead rumored that another frozen layer was on its way, and the cold steered students into shops and cozy cafe corners with great success.

Rose, Albus, and Alice were working their way towards her uncle's joke shop when she remembered that her quidditch gloves were sporting well worn holes and needed to be replaced before their next game. Her father owled that morning to mention he'd be at the joke shop all afternoon, and he wanted to see her especially after the accident.

Her errand would not take long.

Moving into Shepherd's Snitch Shoppe, Rose kicked the snow from her boots on the coarse rug by the door, and breathed in the smell of leather, broom polish, and cinnamon. Mrs. Shepherd loved her cinnamon candles, and her husband loved her enough to humor them.

"Ello, Rose," the latter greeted her with a broad-toothed grin, rising from his chair behind the register. His expression changed when she pulled off her knit cap and he noticed the scars on her cheek. "Blimey! Your dad told me you'd been hurt but.."

"Oh, Jasper, hush. Don't make the poor thing feel worse." Bette emerged from one of the long aisles of Quidditch gear, waving off her husband's comment. "What can we help you find, deary?"

Rose appreciated the woman's kindness, but still subconsciously pulled her scarf up around her neck. "New gloves. I wore the last ones to pieces," she added with a laugh.

"Not to worry, dear. Those'll be on the back shelf. Just there."

Rose nodded and started in that direction. "Thanks." Slipping out of sight, she let her fingers trail along the shelves, running over the leather spines of Quidditch histories, product manuals, and beginners guides alike. When she reached the back of the store, she scanned the display and lifted a pair of dragon hide gloves to examine them more closely.

The Weasley clan was a quidditch family through and through. Her father rooted for the Chudley Cannons, as did Hugo, while Rose had been a fan of the Holyhead Harpies, the team for which her Aunt Ginny had played for most of her growing up years. Hermione rooted for Puddlemere, but only half-heartedly to tease her husband.

As the cousin count grew, teams naturally formed, and every family gathering held a match or two. She and Roxanne were chasers on the family team and now the Gryffindor team, and James had played Keeper until his graduation last spring. Rose did not want to pursue a career in the sport, but it was in her blood and a favored break from the books she loved so much.

Rose set the gloves back on the shelf and removed her winter mittens. She reached for the left hand and slipped the soft leather over her fingers, stretching her hand wide and gripping a tight fist over and over again.

"Careful there, Weasley. It's quidditch, not boxing."

A voice to her right surprised her, just as she caught sight of a long, slender white hand reaching for the other glove. Scorpius Malfoy smirked down at her and assessed the leather in hand.

Rose looked up at him with a blank expression, but her eyes threw daggers at him as she held out her hand. "My glove, please."

"No '_Give it here, Malfoy'_?" he teased, sliding the right glove onto his own hand and repeating her motion from a moment before. "Besides they're not your gloves. Not yet."

Sighing, she removed the left glove with several sharp pulls of the material over her fingers, her gaze breaking with his and studying the grain of the dark wood display. "Fine, they're all yours."

Rose tossed the other glove onto the shelf and snatched her mittens. She had no desire to deal with him right now. What was wrong with her? He owed her nothing, he had said nothing, that was true, but the comments of his fellow Slytherin that morning burned hotter than her wounds.

A smirk played at his lips as he, too, removed the glove he wore, slowly and deliberately. "What's got your wand in a knot, Weasley?"

Rose rolled her eyes. "Scor, don't."

"Don't what?"

She nearly laughed, rolling her eyes. "Don't pretend we're friends."

It was his turn to stare blankly at her, though a smirk lingered in his eyes. "Don't know what you're talking about. Sure you didn't hit your head when you fell?"

"When I _fell_?" Rose's brow furrowed in hurt and confusion. Had he actually begun to blame her for the incident? To believe the things his friends were saying? "Scor, I know about the books."

"What books?" Scorpius quirked an eyebrow at her and shrugged, toying aimlessly with the gloves in his hands, having picked the second up off the shelf.

Gaping at him, Rose studied his face. He had sought her out, hadn't he? He had gone from laughing at her to laughing with her over cauldrons, had he not? But was he back to making her feel the fool? Rose stared up at him, searching his eyes for any sign of recognition.

Finally, a sad half laugh pushed through her lips. "What do you want, Scor? Do you even know?"

Scorpius chuckled and shook his head. "You're talking nonsense, Weasley. I know exactly what I want. New quidditch gloves, a Supernova 12, fame and–"

"I took the fall for you."

Scorpius shrugged, keeping his eye on the dragon-hide in his palms.

Rose scoffed at herself, her eyes dark with confusion and hurt. "I can't believe I took the fall for you."

His gray gaze remained cold, and the corner of his mouth twitched. "Nobody asked you to do that."

"Yeah, well… I'm asking you to."

Scorpius rolled his eyes, a scowl forming at his lips, incredulous. When he spoke, his voice was a whisper, further spurning her anger. "Merlin, Rose, what do you think–"

"I think," she began, her voice rising in pitch and volume, "that the next time your _girlfriend _says–"

"She's _not _my girlfriend," Scorpius interjected, pointing a finger at her.

"Fine," she said, swatting it away. "When your _fling of the wee_k get's a kick out of saying I look like acrumple-horned snorkack, the least you could do_–"_

_"_A _what_?"

Rose huffed. "It's this… thing that…" What was she saying? Why was she explaining this to him? An honestly, what did she expect? "You know what, never mind! I don't even care anymore. Good luck in potions, Malfoy."

Abandoning her errand, Rose brushed past Scorpius, knocking roughly into his shoulder on her way toward the door. She said not a word to the Shepherds as she pushed out into the cold, the wind biting her bare fingers as though it were laughing at her, a reminder of the catastrophe moments before.

She whirled into Weasley's Wizard Wheezes in a huff, shaking the snow from her hair as she made her way toward her cousins huddled by the newest display.

"Hey, did you get the… gloves?" Albus's words faltered, noting the glint in her eye, and with one shake of her head he knew not to press the issue. Ron rounded the corner and swept his daughter into his grasp to look over her wounds, and she forced a bright smile.

She was on the mend. She was recovering. And she was steeling her heart against any further slip ups, which meant she was fine. Wasn't she?


End file.
